Old days of a glory
Time cannot repeat;
And therefore it mingles
The bitter and sweet.

It takes from the \Vest Wind

The thrust of the main;

It makes from the tension

Of sky and of plain,

Of what clay enacted,

Of living alarm,

A vitalised symbol

Of earth and of storm,

Of Chaos contracted

To intricate form.

Unbreakable wrestler!
What sapling or herb
Has core of such sweetness
And fruit so  acerb?
So grim a transmitter
Of life through mishap,
That one wonders whether
If that in the sap
Is sweet or is bitter
Which makes it stand up.